JULY 31, 1924 PRICK 15 CENTS 


A Two-Reel Romance 


FISHERMEN’S NUMBER 





LIFE: Published Weekly by Life Pub. Co., at 598 Madison Ave , New York, N. Y. Subscription, $5.00. 1924. Entered as Second Class Matter, June 8, 1 
at New York, N. ¥Y., under the act of March 3, 1879. $ S. > > 


Vol. 84. No, 2178. July 31, 
ada. Copyright, 1924, LIFE, in the U.S 


883, at the Post Offic 
Printed in U.S. A. Entered as Second Ciass Matter at the Post Office Dept., Ca i —t “ 


. England and British Possessions 


es 


= 


ONLY 
PACKARD 





ah ein nS 


CA 


: 
: 
? 
é 
i 
+ 
¢ 





S U P RE M E 


The beauty of the Packard Eight is but an 
indication of the incomparable quality of its 
performance. 


Here is luxurious riding in a sense and to a 
degree well worth your while to know. 
In power and flexibility, the Packard Eight is 


more agile and eager and unhampered than seems 
possible for a mechanical thing to be. 


Yet with all its power and flexibility and effort- 
less speed, it handles so easily and smoothly as 
never to suggest strain or sense of effort. It 
responds to a touch—yet it unfailingly holds 
the road. 


Beyond compare, and without a peer, the 
Packard Eight appeals irresistibly to those who 
want the finest motor car in the world. 


Packard Eight and Packard Siz both furnished in ten body types, open and enclosed. Packard's extremely liberal time- 
payment plan makes possible the immediate enjoyment of a Packard—purchasing out of income instead of capital, 
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“WHY 
“MAYBE THEY DON’T. 


DO FISH 








LIKE WOIMS?” 


p’R’APS THEY THINK IT’S TOIKEY.” 


Twin. Discoveries 

ZAAK WALTON, the compleat angler, should not be con- 

fused with Sir Isaac Newton, the discoverer of the law 

Perhaps this little story, which has never been 

told on them before, will keep them separate in the mind of 
the student. 

Those two gentlemen were sitting on a river bank one 


of gravity. 


day—Izaak fishing and Sir Isaac watching him. Suddenly 
an apple fell from an overhanging tree upon the head of 
the latter, evoking a sound which posterity is aware was 
from hollow. After some language which virtually 
spoiled the fishing, Newton remarked to his companion: 


far 


“It has just struck me that it is very curious that apples 
do not fall upward. Why do you suppose that is so?” 

“For the same reason,” laughed Walton raucously, “that 
the fish bites the worm and the worm doesn’t bite the fish.” 

Thus at one and the same time Newton demonstrated be- 
coming gravity and Walton unseemly levity. 


Fairfax Downey. 


IFE: Late, as usual. 
Hussanp: Yes, dear, but I’ve a new reason. 
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The Incompleat Angler 
a blew into the club last night—he’s off on a fishi: 
trip. 
He argued with me for half an hour to pack my duds ai 
skip. 
“The trout are running in shoals,” he said, “you can fairl, 






hear them swish! 
Come, beat it away for the woods with me where ther: 
nothing to do but fish!” 








The words brought back in a vivid flash the scenes of 
year ago, 
When I whipped a line for hours on end in the river 







brawling flow. 
I seemed to hear the insects’ buzz adrone on the summer air 
And the gurgling purl of the foaming stream as I lured th 
trout from his lair. 














I felt the peace of the pensive trees that brooded above th 
pool, 

And the gentle breathing of earth asleep and the plashing o 
waters cool— - 

I heard and saw and felt it all—and that is why, by jinks, 

Friend Jones is off to the woods alone, while I am boun 

for the links. Baron Ireland. 






































Lire’s Science Department 
(By Radiogram, From Lire’s Anthropological Expeditio 
Now in the Wilds of Gaszookiland ) 







HE interior of Gazookiland is inhabited by three hithert: 

undiscovered races, all strange and remarkable, possessin; 

‘HEY, MA! CAN I HAVE THIS FLY PAPER? I’M GOIN’ characteristics found in no other peoples either ancient o1 
TROUT FISHIN’.” modern. 









In the valleys we found the Farenhites, worshipers of 










Mercury, a most extraordinary people who suffer from the 
Just Folks - 
heat, not the humidity. 
Whom It’s Unlucky to Take to a Baseball Game Farther up, in the plateau region, exist the’ No-nos, who 
HE girl who comes just to be sociable. when they fail to see the point of a joke candidly admit that 
The small town folks who keep wondering whether they have no sense of humor. 
Outfielder Duncan can be the same Willy Duncan that used And in the mountains we found the Dum-dums, who 
to play third base on the home team back in 1910. believe that their winters to-day are just as severe as those 
The girl who, during an important play, calls attention to of twenty years ago and that last summer was just as hot 
the accurate throwing of the peanut vendors. as this one. Bertram Bloch. 





The man who once took a shower ‘a 
bath with Ty Cobb and never forgot it. 

The girl who is sorry for all the 
small batters who have to face that big 
brute of a pitcher. 

The untiring Mr. Babbitt who tries 
to count the crowd and estimate the 
profits. 

The girl who is terribly afraid that 
the umpire will get hit. 

The aggressive individual who is ach- 
ing to see the umpire get hit. 

w.. Ee 

















Werner. 


The Honest Golfer 
ED: He plays a fair golf game, 
doesn’t he? in: i 

Tep: Yes, if you watch him, Mrs. Fish: OH, EUSTACE, BE KIND! BE KIND TO OUR HERRING DAUGHTER! 
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THE MAN WHO TOLD HIS WIFE TO COME ALONG AND HE’D SHOW HER HOW TO FISH 


4 


How Literature Has Changed 


HE end of a tale told by Glump, the 

Neolithic Bard, ’way back B. W. 
O. H. (“Wells’ Outline of History’) : 
“And. so Og-og married Ug-ug, and 
they lived happily ever after.” 

The end of a tale told by Hassan Ali, 
the Bedouin story-teller before the days 
when all the Arabs migrated to Holly- 
wood: “And so Ramleh took Fatima in 
marriage, and they lived happily ever 
after.” 

From the well-known ode of Vichy, 
the bubbling troubadour: “And then, 
amid high rejoicing and welkin-ringing, 
did Sir Paddlegrif, hight Sir Grifflepad 
for short, wed the fair ladye Ysobel, 
hight five feet two inches; and the tayle 
tells that forever afterward they lived 
happily.” 

The end of the novel by S. Oft Slush, 
the famous Victorian romance writer: 
“The sacred words were They 
were man and wife. Happily, happily 
did they live forever after.” 


said. 


From “Garlic,” by the realistic novel- 
ist, Arsenic L. Bite: “And so Pete, 
the stockbroker, undertook to pay the 
bridge debts of Annabel, the gay flapper. 
And they lived happily until they got 
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HOLY MACKEREL, 


into the train on their honeymoon and 
she found that he had purposely left 
her Airedale at home.” 
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“ANY FISH IN IT?” 


These Americans 
The Middle Westerner 


E can explain why Len Small was 

renominated for Governor of II- 
linois and can give the inside history 
of Warren T. McCray, of Indiana. He 
understands Jim Reed's position in Mis 
souri and can unravel the personal rela 
tions of Albert Beveridge, Jim Watsor 
Harry New and Jim Goodrich. 

He can go to all the good bass lakes 
in Wisconsin, Minnesota and Michiga: 
without a time-table or a road map. H« 
knows how to get to the St. Louis base 
ball park in one day. He can follow 
the editorial policy of the Chicag: 
Tribune. 

He knows exactly what allowances 
to make in reading the populatior 
claims of the Chambers of Commerce 
of Evansville, Fort Wayne, 
Rapids, Terre Haute and South Bend 

He knows the differences between the 
varieties of Ku Klux Klan. 
all the radio broadcasting station sym- 
head. He understands 

McC. H. 


Grand 


He carrie 


bols in his 
Henry Ford. 


ASTUS: What’s de law of aver- 
ages? 
Mose: ’Bout thirty days in jail. 
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Life Lines 


"THE great political platforms are 
It now re- 
the best 


masterpieces of fiction. 


ums to discover which is 


ller. 
JIL 
By a law recently passed in Washing- 
n, 125,000 Indians admitted to 
tizenship in the Union. It should be 
derstood, that these 
iens are still ineligible for member- 
hip in the Ku Klux Klan. 
JL 
Ve wonder whether James Whitcomb 
iley knew what the Klan would do to 
s native Indiana when he composed 


are 


however, ex- 


he line, “The goblins ‘Il git you ef you 
n’t watch out.” 
JL 
It has been announced that the 10,000,- 
00th Ford car is in service. The 
8,945,67 Ist the 9,425,683rd are 
robably in service stations. 
JIL 
Ambassador 
Having dealt with the 
for some time, 
take his 


and 


The Japanese returned 
home recently. 
United States 


probably 


Senate 
he is willing to 
chances with an earthquake. 
JL 
If La Follette succeeds in running the 
into a deadlock, it will take 
more than a key-note speech to open 
the White House door. 
JL 
[wo girls ran away from home, taking 
only lip-sticks with them. That’s the 
modern maiden’s idea of arming for 
battle. 


election 











“DARN IT! I FORGOT TO TAKE THEM 
MATCHES OUTA MY BACK POCKET.” 








“MOTHER! 
“HOW DO 


“SHE ASKEQ ME 


YoU 
WHAT MY 





I THINK OUR NEW COOK HAS COME TO STAY,” 


KNOW ?” 


NAME Is, 


Sidestep This Way 


TIQUETTE experts tell us how to 

enter a drawing-room without trip- 
ping over the rug, and how to know 
an oyster fork from a pickle sticker, 
and what to do with a napkin besides 
dropping it on the floor, but there is 
one vital subject on which they offer us 
little help, and that is Excuses. 

It is all very well to be primed to 
say with suave ease, “My error,” on 
overturning the gravy into a dowager’s 
lap. That shows mere poise and prac- 
tice. The far more difficult thing is to 
overthrow the dinner invitation in the 
first place. It takes real finesse to” be 
able to reply pleasantly: “Next Thurs- 
day evening? I'd but 
happens that that is the evening I go 
to the prize fight at the Parish House.” 


love to, it so 


What we need is a brand-new assort- 
ment of for all 
But where can they be had? I 


alibis suitable occa- 
sions. 
have inquired at the Public Library for 
a good Dictionary of Excuses, only to 
be told that there was none. 

So I have been driven to making up 
my own list of Ready Rescuers. I 
have written them, for 
sake, on small pieces of cardboard, like 
the leaves of a telephone index, with 
rings at the top. I keep them pinned 
inside the flap of my coat, and, thanks 
to the alphabetical system, I can con- 


convenience’s 


sult them instantly and without undue 
ostentation. 

Here, then, is my confidential kit of 
Handy Evaders. I offer them with the 
stipulation that they be not used in the 
get 
give 


social circle in which | and 
in Dutch. So, reader, if | 


to you, please don't 


move 
dear 
these away give 
me away 
Excuse jor 
late 


calling a number that didn't answer, and 


arriving forty miautes 


I was in a public telephone booth 


it took me nearly an hour to get my 
nickel back 

Excuse for sidestepping a week-end 
invitation—Our Airedale terrier is 
teething. 

Excuse for breaking away early from 
a party—I suspect that my century plant 
is on the point of blooming and I'm 
anxious to see it. 

Excuse for not attending a lawn féte 
—Our cook has adenoids. 

Excuse for... 

Pardon me, I'd like to give you the 
the list, but I must be 

now, because Cousin 


remainder of 
along 
Ezra is going to be lynched for horse- 
stealing, and I sort of hate to miss it. 


Lawton Mackall. 


running 


It’s a wonderful moon. 
Prove it! 


HE: 
HE: 





‘ FE 


“Britons Never, Never” (Etc.) 
(“Prohibition Gaining in England.”—Headline.) 


FOUND me in The Rose and Crown, 
Weary from Devon's hills and dales, 

And in the tap-room sat me down 

With other tired and thirsty males; 

Oh, when my last sweet memory fails, 
That beer shall stir my senile grins! 

When tavern-keepers crowd the gaols, 
What shall be done with English Inns? 


Dare men deprive each little town 
Of Pig and Whistle, Sword and Scales? 
Can vandals turn the legal frown 
On Marlbro Arms, or Prince of Wales? 
O pot-boy, rattling mugs and pails, 
And bottles brought from dusty bins, 
When you're a myth from fairy-tales, 
What shall be done with English Inns? 


Where shall be England’s old renown 
When taverns light no English vales? 
No cozy roof for lord and clown 
From summer suns and winter gales? 
When you shall trade your foaming ales 
For secret and synthetic gins 
And bellywash that stinks and stales—- 
What shall be done of English Inns? 


L’Envoi 
I’m sitting in The Three Black Snails, 
An exile for my country’s sins.... 


The tankards shine like golden Grails.... 
What shall be done of English Inns? 


Ted Robinson. 
ASSER-BY: Hey! You've got a bite! 
FISHERMAN: I know it. I’m prolonging the thrill. 
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Ambitious Applicant: vES, SIR, THE WAGES IS ALL RIGHT—BUT 
IS ALL THEM FELLERS ahead OF me FER THE PRESIDENCY OF 
THE FIRM? 






































THE ETERNAL ANGLE 


The Biography of a Piece of Scandal 


UGUST 2—Told (in strict confidence) by Mrs. Brown 
to Mrs. Gufflitz. 

August 3—Told (in strict confidence, with additional 
touches) by Mrs. Gufflitz to Mrs. Schmidtwister. 

August 5—Told (in strict confidence, with additional 
touches, and variations) by Mrs. Schmidtwister to Mrs. 
Blung. 

August 7—Told (in strict confidence, with additional 
touches, variations, and interposed features) by Mrs. Blung 
to Mrs. Listerpink. 

August 9—Told (in the strictest confidence, with addi- 
tional touches, variations, interposed features, and bits of 
family history) by Mrs. Listerpink to Mrs. Brown, who 
didn’t recognize a single word of the original. 


A Blanket Policy 


[_ADY (to colored woman with grinning infant): Moses 
Ku Klux Brown! My, what an interesting name for a 
baby ! 

CoLtorep WomMAN: Yes’m. De Brown am a concession 
to de law, de Moses am a concession to de Bible, an’ de Ku 
Klux am a concession to safety. So we jus’ calls him li’ 
Concession, fo’ shoht. 
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The Compleat Angler 


Necessary Items for Every Successful Fisherman 


COMBINATION LURE. Throw away all your lures, 
¢ boys, and tie your leader onto the “Just Dandy.” It’s 
sure killer, and includes the best features of every known 
i:e on the market. Positively weedless, dustless and noise- 
ss. Equally good for bass, perch, pickerel, pike, tarpon, 
irracuda, trout, finnan haddie, roach, bream, porgies, 
ulpins, bullheads, herring, alligator gars or tripe. 
2. The “Foxo” extra tip. A long-felt want. Breaks in 
wo instantly at the first cast, thereby assuring the safety 
f the rest of your outfit. If you must lend your best fly- 
rod to your week-end guest, see that the tip is a “Foxo.” 
3. Light-weight diver’s suit. Absolutely indispensable 
vhen out fishing with the wife, or “little woman.” “Hook 
nagged, dearie? One moment until I get into my ‘Jules 
No less practical if the boat upsets or a domestic 
irgument arises. State chest measurement. 
4. A spoonful of “Grobig” down your catch’s maw, and 
Adds six to eight 


Vernes.’ 2 


you'll have something to brag about. 
inches, or your bait back and no questions asked. 

5. The “Bango” casting pistol embodies the salient fea- 
tures of a life-saving gun and an automatic tape-measure. 
Pull the trigger and out goes your line as far as three hun- 
dred feet. Slip on the reverse catch and every inch is 
reeled in again—sometimes with a fish at the end. 

6. “High-grade” hand-hammered gadgets and widgets. No- 
body knows what these are for, but no tackle box is complete 
without them. Our gadgets and widgets are extremely pop- 





IF EVERYTHING HAD THAT BALLOON-TIRE LOOK 


PARADISE ENOW 
“CATCH ANY FISH ON YOUR LAST TRIP?” 
“NO; BUT ONE BIG FELLOW ROSE UP AND GAVE ME AN 
AWFUL DIRTY LOOK.” 


ular because of their total incomprehensibility. Some have 
a swivel at each end, but what of that? 

7. The “St. Lawrence” pointing otter. These animals are 
all trained under personal supervision. Ease the otter gently 
into the stream and he will swim about until he sights a 
trout. He then freezes with his right hind foot high in the 
air. You cast...and the trout is yours. 

8. "Member the great strings you useter catch when you 
were a kiddie? ‘Member the crooked pole you cut, and the 
cotton string, the rusty nail and the bent pin? The imita- 
tion small boy's outfit carefully reproduces all these de- 
tails in the finest materials. You can’t possibly fail to catch 
the limit. Fish have a great respect for tradition. 

9. The “Shalimar” eel charmer. Modeled exactly after 
the Indian snake charmer’s clarinet, the “Shalimar” has a 
more liquid note, such as would charm a more discriminat- 
ing eel. Even the big ones will leave the mud when the 
“Shalimar” hits the top notes. Easy to play. Easy to pay 

10. If you are going to be around the coast, don't 
be without the junior pneumatic drill. Opens oysters, clams, 
lobsters, etc., with the minimum effort. Will drill a hole 
in your boat, letting out the water and eliminating bailing. 
May be used in the winter on safes and gin bottles. 

Henry William Hanemann. 


He Started 


E: How did your father get his start? 
SHE: I’m not sure, but I think Mother found him in 
neutral and cranked him up. 











Cook (whispering): 


I GUESS THAT'LL HOLD 'IM! 


Commendable Imitation 


S a rule Lire prefers originality to 

imitation. Praise, however, must 
go to those who, following Lire’s lead, 
have imitated its long-established work 
of supplying fresh air vacations for 
poor city children during the heated 
term. In the New York City field, 
where LiFe was originally almost alone 
in providing this blessed relief for the 
suffering little ones, there are now more 
than one hundred organizations engaged 
wholly or partly in fresh air work. 

Lire’s readers have been wonderfully 
generous in supplying the means to 
maintain the farm at Branchville, Con- 
necticut, which has hitherto been the 
scene of our fresh air operations. En- 
couraged by this unfailing source of 
help, we have dared to double our re- 
sponsibilities and double the capacity 
for good by taking on another Fresh 
Air Farm in the hills of New Jersey, 
where there is now a child population 
equal to that at Branchville. The total 
number of child guests at both places 
is now almost four hundred. 
pitality has to be of the short duration 
of a fortnight for each small visitor, 
so as to do some good to the greatest 
possible number. 

Lire’s readers are intelligent as well 
as generous. They will observe that we 
are not begging, but they will also ob- 
serve that when we are doubling the 


Our hos- 


benefits conferred we are also doubling 
the expenditure. We feel a certain 
confidence that the combined generosity 
and perceptiveness of Lire’s readers 
will make receipts and expenditures on 
fresh air account balance at the end of 
the season of hot nights in the tene- 
ments. 

As a minor suggestion, it may inter- 
est some reader to know that if he or 


she has a phonograph or radio set not 
in use there are a lot of children at both 
farms who would enjoy listening in 
Lire’s Fresh Air Fund gratefully ac 
knowledges the following contributions 


acknowledge 
Richard . Robinso 
meadow, Mass 

Se RS ae 
fs Ce, COO COU. vc cesecs 
Trimble, New York....... 
Blackhim, Los Angeles.... 
McMillan, New York...... 
H. L. Trafford, Fall River. 


Barton MHaselton, Rome, 


Previously 


Concord Junction, 


Pa. 
James W. Morrison, Los Angeles. 
W. M. Houghton, Chestnut Hill, 
Mass. 
Helen H. 
C. E. F., Brookline, Mass........ 
Theodore F. Tracy, San Francisco 
Arthur N. Cowperthwait, Tucson, 
Ariz. 


Funk, Philadelphia 


. Cook, San Francisco... 
Mrs. Charles C. Tyler, 
Bridgeport, 
Mrs. John Penniman, Kalamazoo, 
Mich 
In memory of K. 
ampton, Mass... 
Mrs. Edward M. Cope, Redlands, 
Calif. ‘ 
Dorothea Allyn, Cambridge, Mass. 
Mrs. Eugenia B. 
Bedford, Mass.. 
Ee. B. G., Granta Pass, Ore..... 
Wellington Morse, Pasadena, 


Nicholson, New Bed. 
, Mass. 

Mrs. J. L. 

Mrs. john M. 


Stamford 


Frame, Reading, 


Mrs. N. 
Ethel 
Conn 
Bm. A. ell, Los Angeles 
W. W. Cease, Dunkirk, N. Y.... 


(Continued on page 31) 








HAPPY HOURS AT ONE OF OUR FRESH AIR FARMS 











A Sorry Tale 


HE was a knight in armor, 
She was a beggar chit; 

loved her to distraction— 
She didn’t care a bit. 


passed her little hovel, 
She didn’t raise her head, 
ough he shone in shining armor 
\nd she had to beg her bread. 


w maids who live in hovels 

Seldom refuse their charms 
glorious knights in armor— 

Chey usually leap to their arms. 


en why was she so distant, 
[f such maids seldom are? 
‘ell—he was a movie extra, 
And she was a movie star. 


B. B. 


The Dying Golfer 
HE old golfer lay on his death-bed, 
surrounded by his family. 
imself on his 


Raising 
muttered : 
I should like to feel my 
more—all of them.” He 
oked appealingly at his eldest son. 


elbows, he 
Before I go, 


ibs once 


‘Charley,” he whispered, “where is 
y driver?” 
Charley turned pale. 
“I’m sorry, Dad,” he replied, “but I 
it it in my locker at Cambridge.” 
“Bill,” muttered the old man to his 
cond son, “where is my midiron?” 
Bill clutched the bedclothes. 
‘I lent it to a 
inswered slowly. 


Princeton man,” he 


OVERHEARD.” 
HEAR US IN THIS 
VEGETABLE PATCH ?” 
YOU NEVER HEARD OF 


FLOWER EARS ?” 


WE'LL BE 
GOING TO 


“NOT sO LouD! 
“WHO's 


“HAVE CAULI- 























A TROUT’S-EYE VIEW OF 


“And the rest of them?—Mother, you 
had my brassie last—I remember you 
said it was the only club you could be 
sure of making a three on the tenth 
hole with. Daisy, my dear daughter, 
what have you done with my mashie?” 

“At the St. Andrews 
Father.” 

There was a long pause. 


clubhouse, 


Then the 
old golfer, bracing himself for a final 
effort, a benevolent expression coming 
over his features, rose up once more. 
He said: 
I realize it 
was selfish of me to want those clubs 
back, even for a moment. 
this!” 

They all gathered about him, evi- 
dently much relieved. 


“Forgive me, all of you. 


Promise me 


THE MAN 


HE’S GOT TO LICK 


“Promise me,” he whispered, “that 
this little break of won't affect 
your game after I have gone. I want 
you to play just as well as before, if 
not better 


mine 


Promise, and forgive!” 

. + om 

“That was a great thing Father did, 
Bill,” said Charley an hour later. 

“Righto!” said Bill. “I give you my 
word, I didn’t think he had it in him!” 
Fs de Ole 


Flaming Youth 
AN JAY: When you kissed her did 


you find her responsive? 


Van Purr: Well, I should say I did! 
Why, she burnt the back of my neck 
with her cigarette. 






















Friend: 11’S THE AWFULLEST STORM I EVER SEE ’N’ ALL 





BECAUSE YA SWIPED THE BIGGEST APPLE IN THE STORE, I SAID, “DON’T STEAL!” ’N’ YOU DID. NOW I’M AFRAID 
I’M AFRAID TO HAVE YOU NEAR ME WITH A STOLEN APPLE, THE PLACE IS GOIN’ TO GET STRUCK ’N’ ME WITHOUT SO 
Skippy: 1M GLAD NOW I DIDN’T TAKE A WATERMELON, MUCH AS A SUNDAY SCHOOL TICKET IN ME HAND. 


— 


RT, 








Friend: pDoN’T HOLD IT NEAR ME! I DIDN’T STEAL IT! Skippy: VM GOIN’ TO CHUCK IT AWAY! THIS STORM’S 
you pip! I’M SCARED TO BE IN THE SAME HOUSE WITH GETTIN’ TOO AWFUL TO TAKE ANY MORE CHANCES. 
IT! STOLEN APPLE. 
Skippy: 1T’D BE JUST MY LUCK TO GET STRUCK DEAD, THEN 
FIND THERE WAS A WORM IN THE DARN THING! 





Skippy: 1’s LETTIN’ UP NOW SO I THINK I'LL RUN HOME. Friend; IMAGINE HIM STOOPIN’ SO LOW AS TO TAKE THAT 
APPLE AGAIN! PRETTY SMALL PERTATOES, I CALLS IT! 


Skippy 





| i 


Week-End Musings 


would be much simpler if people 
mixed furniture polish in the cock- 
s they serve....Better for the tables 
the living-room and not appreciably 
fferent in taste....Nor in effect, 
bably....Old pun: Nowadays one’s 
rity is expected to cover a multitude 
gins....It would be interesting to 
w what proportion of our annual 
inge crop is used to disguise the fail- 
s of synthetic chemistry in the home. 
The coats of arms of California and 
rida should include a cocktail shaker 
1 a bowl of cracked ice among their 
irings.... 

\ll Long Island roads lead to week- 


nd parties....What week-end parties 


ay lead to only a prophet could tell... . 
nd he might need Old Testament 
nguage.... 

Observation on comparative values: 
f a man loses a book from his library, 
ranted that he has a library, it is sel- 
m replaced....If he breaks a wine 
lass he orders a dozen more.... 

An elderly woman who dances is as 
isappointing to the male as a young 
ne who doesn’t....Ponce de Leén had 


“WHY—I DON’T KNOW. 


A TURTLE DOVE 


the wrong notion, as the female has 
discovered....Youth is not to be found 
in a fountain, but in a hairdresser’s.... 
Artistic lighting is distinctly a fem- 
inine achievement....Men simply want 
something to dispel shadows; women, 
something to arrange shadows where 
they are most effective....A woman 
seems willing to forgive a man anything 
except his not taking a flirtation more 
seriously than she wishes him to.... 
People will insist upon resting ener- 
getically.... Probably that is why week- 
ends seem longer than the time be- 
tween. James K. McGuinness. 


“Y JHAT is your chest expansion?” 
“IT have none. I live in an 
apartment house.” 
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“DO YOU LIKE KIPLING?” 


I] 
The Checking System 


[ae world fabric is wisely based 
upon a system of checks. 

Lest we have too many rats, we have 
cats. 

Lest we have too many fools, we 
have bucket-shops. 

Lest we have too much humor, we 
have columnists. 

Lest we have too much genius, we 
have asylums. 

Lest we have too much breadth of 
vision, we have censorship. 

Lest we have too much Christianity, 
we have One Hundred Per Centers. 

Lest we have too much happiness, we 
have woman. 

Lest we have too much unhappiness, 
we have woman. 

And lest we have too much pride, we 
have history. G. R. 


The Difference 
HAT Makes the Brow High— 
Reading up and down the humor- 
ous columns of the daily papers. 
What Makes the Brow Low—Read- 
ing to and fro along the comic ‘strips 
of the same. 


2 


HOW DO YOU KIPPLE?” 





ere - 


CNes Peps Diary 


1 No sleep did I have on the 
jy night before this day through 
suffering from an _ acute 

malady of the stomach so severe that on 
several occasions | did fear that my 
time had come, lamenting even in my 
agony that death should have o’ertaken 
me before I had a chance to wear my 
new black Milan hat, but I managed to 
live until the dawn, when Sam set out 
for our chirurgeon and a trained nurse, 
and they brought back Mrs. Seely to me, 
and the first question I asked her was 
if she could read the future from cards, 
and I was cast down when she said she 
could not. But she is adept at cooling 
the brow and rubbing alcohol into the 
skin, matters which her training school 


doubtless deemed more pertinent to her 
profession than soothsaying. Inasmuch 
as at 4 a. m. I believed I had no 
future at all, I had a great desire of a 
glimpse into the one, however brief, 
that had been vouchsafed me. So Sam 
telephoned Eugenia Seabury, who came 
at once with her famous pack, and I 
marked that there are two 
cards in it now, and she responded that 
she had long since worn out the short 
journeys and the Prince Charmings. 


sorts of 


Talking early with Samuel, 
to keep my mind off my 
insides, and he 


August 
Ist 


wretched 
complained of an aching tooth which 
he must have relieved at once, adding 





“DO YOU FISH, DOCTOR?” 


“I DID WHEN I WAS A BOY, BUT TO-DAY AS AN ANGLER I'M AFRAID I'VE LOST CASTE.” 
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WHO LOVED A FIRE LADDIE 
ELOPES 


THE LASS 


that his hatred of the dentist is such 
that he wished he were like the poor 
who are always saving up money for 
the future repair of their teeth and 
never achieving it. We talked of this 
and that, including how the Richardsons’ 
groom had taught one of their dogs to 
hunt by leading him off on a long rope, 
jumping up in a tree and letting go the 
leash. When I marked my surprise 
that Cora Richardson is older than I 
am, Sam replied, Nobody is younger 
than you are—not even little Jimmie 
Edgecomb. But I thank God that I 
have not a husband like hers, who is 
so jealous of her that he goes about 
sulking if he learns that she has eaten 
the first soft-shell crabs of the season 
with somebody else. 
Baird Leonard. 


In Good Form 


OBBIE BASS (as Willie Flounder 
Congratu- 


wins swimming race): 
lations, Willie! You did it 
seconds, flat. 


in nine 





IN YE GOODE OLDE DAYES 
YE ENDE OF YE WORLDE, 
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HE odds just now are 

reported to be three to 
one on Coolidge, which, on 
the whole, seems curious. 
It does not take a Seventh 
Son to predict that they 
will shrink. The leading 
correspondent of the Even- 
ing Post, considering the 
possible effect of Mr. Davis’ speeches 
in the campaign, says Mr. Davis is a 
graceful speaker but not one of any 
great power; a good lawyer before the 
Supreme Court, but with no great 
reputation as a jury lawyer,—that is, 
as a speaker to the people. True he is 
no son of thunder, but he can say 
what he thinks, say it clearly and with 
precision, so that it gets across to other 
minds and they understand what they 
have heard. Those are the qualities of a 
speaker that promise to be most useful 
in the coming campaign. 

Moreover, as compared with Mr. 
Coolidge, he has one very great ad- 
vantage—he can put out his best 
thoughts, for there is nothing to hinder 
him. He does not have to consider the 
limitations put on the policies of his 
party by any Battalion of Death. He 
has not been riveted to international 
chaos by the senior Senator from Mas- 
sachusetts. He is a free man. There 
is nothing in the Democratic platform 
that need hobble him in efforts to serve 
not only the United States but the 
world. 

There are still three months and 
more before election and in those 
months the world is not going to stand 
still. That is one reason why the pres- 
ent odds on Coolidge seem long. John 
Balderston, correspondent of the 
World, writing from London to that 
paper under date of June 27, said 
the supremely important news about 
the European situation as he saw it 
then was something intangible, impos- 
sible to define, something whose exist- 








Breams Bldgs., London, E. C. 


ence could not be proved, but would, 
indeed, be denied by all the reaction- 
aries on the Continent and in England. 
That something he defined as a new 
spirit, a spiritual “rebirth,” that seemed 
to affect men in England, France and 
Germany alike. Values, he said, were 
shifting, men’s ideas in all those na- 
tions about the aims which they and 
their nations are out to attain were in 
movement, and the Wilson ideals of 
1918 were gaining enormously among 
politicians and individuals who formerly 
set their faces against them. 

He went on to consider the efforts of 
MacDonald and Herriot to induce 
agreement between France and Eng- 
land to get the Dawes report working. 
He thought that the decision of these 
two premiers to appear together at the 
Council of the League of Nations at 
Geneva in September was the most mo- 
mentous single act of policy since the 
armistice. For as Balderston saw it, 
the two great conflicting movements in 
Europe now are towards the League of 
Nations and the Third International. 
Out of the confusion and welter of 
Europe, he said, “two great opposed 
forces are drawing to themselves the 
bulk of existing strength preparatory to 
the distant but inevitable decisive col- 
lision between them, and those two 
forces are Moscow and the League.” 





HAT is interesting and has to do 

with the opinion that the odds on 
Coolidge have been long, for in every 
considerable matter that goes on just 
now in this world, including our choice 
of a President, Russia is a factor, and 
so indeed is a good part of Eastern 
Europe. Russia is by no means cleaned 
up. Neither is Germany cleaned up, 
but for Germany efforts are being made 
that are promising, and which we can 


help along if we have the will, and 
which Mr. Coolidge and Mr. Hughes 
probably will help along all they can. 
Neither of them is a political reaction- 
ary. Both of them are disposed to do 
what they can for Europe, but both of 
them have the same ball and chain 
hitched to their legs. They are com- 
mitted to a party decision that we shall 
never join the League. 

But there is no ball and chain at- 
tached to Mr. Davis. He can see what 
he sees and speak his mind about it. 
He is a good hand on foreign affairs 
with three years of special training in 
them, and his mind is a cold mind. His 
heart is not cold but his mind is—the 
sort of mind the United States can use 
to great advantage in international situ- 


ations that now exist. 





ME BALDERSTON spoke of the 
new spirit of Europe. There is also 
a new spirit in the United States, grow- 
ing strong and fast, spreading among the 
plain people, much penetrated by relig- 
ion. We are full of religious rows 
just now, Klan and anti-Klan, Funda- 
mentalists and Modernists, and so on. 
What does that mean? Does it mean 
that religion is dead? It means very 
much the opposite. If all this religious 
activity can be diverted from squabbles 
and directed towards the improvement 
of life and the re-establishment of 
peace in the world there will be a move- 
ment that will be worth watching. 

We have domestic problems, of 
course; labor and capital, farmers’ 
troubles, railroads, tariff, dry law en- 
forcement, lots of such matters, but in 
upon all of them the great international 
problems are not only liable but likely 
to intrude and at short notice. 

As for the tariff, Mr. Davis and the 
Democrats are for reducing it. That 
is a clean party issue, but our course 
in international matters is not a thing 
on which Democrats and Republicans 
should split on party lines, since any- 
thing important done by our Govern- 
ment for Europe must have bi-partisan 
support. But it counts that there ex- 
ists a violent division among Republi- 
cans on foreign policies, whereas no such 
division exists in anything like the same 
degree among Democrats. The mass of 


the Democrats are still followers of 
Woodrow Wilson and will see his suc- 
cessor in their present candidate. 

E. S. Martin. 
































BUT WHO LAUGHS LAST— 
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Mr. Ziegfeld—Meet Mr. White! 


T was bound to happen sooner or later that Mr. George 

White, by the simple process of improving his “Scandals” 
each year, would overtake and pass the comparatively static 
“Ziegfeld Follies.” This is Mr. White’s year. He has 
turned out a show which is better than the “Follies” in 
almost every department. Its only point of inferiority is 
that it isn’t named the “Ziegfeld Follies.” 

There was a time when Mr. White felt that he had to 
hand out a little lesson in civics along with his fun-making, 
and consequently was accustomed to introduce strange 
pageants and satiric thrusts aimed at such res public@ as the 
Panama Canal Tolls Repeal or the Sundry Appropriations 
Bill. This year he has let the country go to the dogs and 
has devoted himself almost entirely to entertainment, at 
which he succeeds remarkably well. 





RUE, there is one number which takes upon itself the 

task of holding censorship up to ridicule and which suc- 
ceeds, as most attempts of this sort do, in making censorship 
seem almost a virtue. The best way in dealing with things 
like censorship is to let them hold themselves up to ridicule, 
which they will do ably in about three days if left alone. 
Somehow our revue authors lack something of the subtlety 
necessary to the delicate task of gilding the lily. 





a Jill rc 


UT, on the whole, the “Scandals” are a great credit to 

Mr. White. He has taken a tip from John Murray 
Anderson in the matter of black and white as an effective 
combination for settings, and has also observed the simple 
Charlot folk in their comedy sketches and noted that one 
good idea as a basis for a comedy sketch is worth more 
than one bad idea. 

An especially smart trick is the elimination of the opening 
chorus entirely, and the substitution of a little song, with an 
excellent lyric, sung by two young ladies named Williams 
(sisters, according to a lobby-rumor). The burden of the 
song is that you (the audience) have come in so late that 
you have missed the opening chorus, and ‘then they proceed 
to tell you some of the delectable features which your tardi- 
ness has cost you. The only trouble is that most of the 
audience will really believe that they have missed the open- 
ing, as most of the audience will have come in late. 











We are now willing to admit that Lester Allen is funny, 
this marking the end of a six-year struggle on our part. One 
reason may be that this year he has been given some funny 
material. A performer is practically helpless with bad 
material, and Mr. Allen has served more than his fair 
amount of time at hard labor with heavy jokes. We have 
never had any struggle to enjoy the work of Tom Patricola, 
and it is easier in this show than ever before. 


SSaesaag 
HERE is also a super-burlesque of a mammy song, done 
with great feeling by Mr. Will Mahoney in partial black- 

face. This number, with its devastating kidding of the 

“goin’ back” school of melodic hoke, brings back the origi- 

nal function of the American revue as founded by the 

Great Master Cohan in his two revues of dear memory 

(reverent bowing and genuflection). If there were any jus- 

tice in the world at all, our revues would devote themselves 

almost entirely to kidding the truck of the previous legiti- 
mate season, instead of laying themselves open to kidding 
by taking themselves so seriously. Perhaps, after Mr. 

Cohan stops being cross, he will come back and do a Cohan 

revue burlesquing the Follies, the Music Box, the Scandals 

and the rest. 
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N interesting psychological point (if any psychological 

point may be called interesting) is brought out in the 
technique of singing the burlesque mammy song. Mr. Ma- 
honey, by copying Mr. Jolson’s hysterical frenzy, with the 
gradual crescendo of emotional fervor and volume of or- 
chestral accompaniment toward the culmination of the appeal 
to be taken back to the dear old Mammy, impels exactly as 
much applause with his burlesque as Mr. Jolson does with his 
earnest effort. There is something about that crescendo which 
brings an audience to its feet even though it knows that 
the thing is being spoofed. Proving that it makes no differ- 
ence at all what you say or sing, so long as you gradually 
increase the volume of sound and emotion toward the end. 
This is a trick known to all successful public speakers, 
especially to Mayor James Curley of Boston, who could 
make a hallful of hundred-per-cent. white Nordic Protes- 
tants applaud wildly at a papist speech, simply by building 
up to his climax in the manner of Mr. Jolson singing a 
mammy song. There is nothing else for you to do but 
applaud when the thing is finished in that manner. 


We might try eEnpinc A PAGE LIKE THAT! 
Robert C. Benchley. 
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CCENE: Any home. 
> 


~ 


CHARACTERS: Any husband and any 
fe. They have just gone to bed; the 
hand has closed his eyes and is on 

borderland between waking and 
ping. 


\WIFE: 
idy. 
HusBAND (apologetically): I'm aw- 
ly tired. Had a hard day at the 
ce. (He closes his eyes again.) 
Wire: I wish I could go to sleep that 
ickly just once. 
HusBAND (with so much pathos in 
s tone that it almost makes him cry 
pity for himself): Can’t remember 


Don’t tell me you're asleep 


when I’ve had such a hard day... .Com- 
pletely played out. 
Wire (absolutely untouched) : Pooh, 


you always say that when I want to 
talk to you at night. 

HusBanpb (hurt that his pathos hasn’t 
gone over): It’s the truth. I’m so tired 
I'm almost sick. 

Wire: Well, go to sleep, then. 
care if I stay awake all night. 

HussBanb: But why don't you go to 
sleep too? It’s after twelve. 


Don’t 


* LiFe 


Domestic Felicity 


Wire: It- isn’t because I don't want 
to. I would if I were a phlegmatic 
type like you. But I’m so high-strung. 

HusBAND: Nothing's happened to get 
you upset, has there? (He is becoming 
concerned despite his intelligence.) 

Wire (with a cynical laugh) : Oh, no 
—nothing at all. 


HusBanp (sitting up in alarm): 
What is it? Tell me, dear. 
Wire: No, you go right ahead and 


I guess I can stand it. 

Husspanp (his heart beating 
iously) : You must tell me. Tell your 
hubby, dearie. You mustn’t keep any- 
thing from me. 

Wire: Well, if you insist. But re- 
member you made me tell you. (She 
takes a deep breath.) I heard to-day 
that the Parkers are going to separate. 

HusBanp: The who? Oh, the Park- 
ers. But, good Lord, you haven't had 
anything to do with them in six years! 

Wire: I know. But the last time I 
saw them they seemed such a happy 
couple, and now a bare six years later— 
If a thing like that could happen to 
them, it could happen to any one. It 
frightens you—a thing like that. 


go to sleep. 
anxz- 


AN OLD THEORY EXPLODED 
GUESS WHO WILL GET MOST OF THE FISH 
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HusBanp (angrily): Frightens you, 
not me! Oh, hell! (He 
again, turning his back.) 

Wire (outraged): Archie! 
“hell” to me! (She sobs.) 

(Husband vows to himself he won't 
turn around. Let her cry her head off. 
The sobbing dies down; all is still. 
He becomes alarmed. What has hap- 
pened? What is she doing? 
what is she thinking? 

.She is asleep... 
almost 


lies down 


To say 


W orse, 
He turns around, 
.He gives a yelp of 
wakes her, 
nerve and lies awake fuming until after 
four in the morning, to punish her by 
getting indigestion from lack of sleep 
and so having to renew his pills.) 
Bertram Bloch, 


The Cheerful Giver 
OTHER, you got a nickel 
for a poor old man?” 


anger, loses his 


have 


“Where's the poor man, my son?” 
“Down at the corner selling ice-cream 
cones.” 
AYS the Cynic 
loved and lost than never to have 
lost at all. 


: It is better to have 





YOU'RE WRONG 








“WHAT ARE YOU 
i'M FISHIN’ FER BASS, BUT THESI 


FISHING 
DARN 


FOR, BOY?” 
FOOL BULLHEADS DON'T SEEM TU 


KNOW IT.” 


The Success 


“Q@UCCESS,” remarked my 
Blake, “is a queer affair.” 

“It is,” I agreed; and waited. Blake, 
as an artist, is always keen on digging 


friend 


into things for morals and first causes 
and that sort of thing. Usually he is 
instructive and always interesting. 

“Do you, by any chance,” continued 
Blake, “recall my portrait of J. W. 
Quirk? The philanthropist and Big 
Business king, you know. The Success 
of Successes. So much so, in fact, that 
the only sitting he would allow me was 
the day he dropped in to give me the 
commission.” 

“But that’s absurd,” I said. “How 
could you possibly do anything in one 
sitting ?”” 


“Well, to tell the 


solution was 


truth, the final 
hardly my own. It 
tumbled in upon me one night, with 
intent to steal. A simple, unadulterated 
burglar, my dear chap, but facially such 
a dead ringer for old J. W. Quirk him- 
self that I clapped a gun on him and 
kept him posing till the portrait was 
done.” 

“And it was a success?” I 
“Queer is right, Blake!” 

“Ves,” grinned Blake, “the critics 
went wild over it. But the really queer 
part is that not only did they hail it as 
a surprisingly good likeness, they went 


said. 


They insisted that I had 
magically divined, and set down for all 
to read, the very innermost soul of dear 
old J. W. Quirk himself.” G. R. 


even farther. 


How has busi- 


QUMIER GUEST: 
ness been this summer ? 
HorTeL-KEEPER: Not so good. 
have been nights when we've had only 

one person to a cot. 


There 


The Suburbanite Sings of 
Neighborly Love 
’M feeling as gay as the wind, 
My laughter rolls over the plain, 
My neighbor’s just watered his whol 
garden o'er, 
And now it’s beginning to rain! 
B, 


The Simple Farmer 
ARMER BROWN was talking t 
his hired man: 

“Have you got all the canned goox 
hidden away ?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Have you put the moss on the well 
bucket ?” 

“Yes, sir. 


” 


removed the Countr 


Gentleman, Pictorial Review, Lire an 


“Have you 


the Radio Magazine from the sitting 
room table and replaced them with th 
Almanac, the family Bible and the copy 
of Horatio Alger?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Have you taken that gross of car- 
tridges from Sears, Roebuck, made ‘em 
look like old Continental bullets an 
scattered them through the cornfield 
and the potato patch?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Then tell Freddy to take those trout 
we got from New York to-day out of 
the ice-box and hang them on a string 
to the porch, and when you've done that 
you can hitch up and meet the first of 
the summer boarders coming in on the 
four-fourteen.” 


Motorist: THANK HEAVEN, YOU’RE NOT HURT! 


“BUNK! WHAT DO YOU 


COMFORT YOU'D ’A’ 


CARE 


"BOUT ME? 
HIT ME HARDER AND KNOCKED ME IN THE SHADE.” 


IF YOU'D BEEN THINKIN’ OF MY 





A LTHOUGH fully aware of the 
fr emphasis of understatement, I 
find it difficult to speak of Michael 
rlen’s writing without flying into su- 
perlatives. The trouble there is that 
en the literary gods arrive, the half- 

is take many of the reviewer's best 
perlatives with them upon their de- 
rture. So let me state merely, and 
calmly as possible, that I recommend 
books of Michael Arlen to every- 
dy, especially to novelists. The ma- 
rity of the latter, if they grant him 
is just will fold up their 
pewriters like the Arabs and silently 
al into politics or the flour and feed 


deserts, 


business. 

My ravings in these columns over 
Piracy” and “These Charming People” 
vould be inadequate expressions of my 
feeling about “The Green Hat” (Col- 
ins, London). It is difficult, in 


iS ae 


society. One of them is so very like 
another. The plot always swings 
around a “typical” family, and it usu- 
ally begins at a dinner to which the 
married daughter brings her boring or 
sporting husband and at which the son 
who has returned from foreign parts 
hears a good deal about the changes 
which have come to New York since 
he left it and how the younger genera- 
tion is carrying on. The odds are 100 
to 1 that in ten pages some of them will 
be setting out for one of the supper 
clubs, which will be described in de- 
tail down to the headwaiter’s first name. 
There will be a man in the party, usu- 
ally the prodigal, who is a little out of 
it all, and he will sit back sipping what- 
ever somebody has, to his astonishment, 
poured out of a flask, and speculating 
upon the follies which are being un- 


folded before him. Then, great, simple 
soul that he is, he goes on to become 
involved with a 
some young girl—usually both, in suc- 
that 
“The Interpreter’s House” is nearly so 


married woman or 


cession. It doesn’t seem to me 
diverting as several other novels on the 
same theme, yet it is well up, accord- 
ing to the booksellers, on the list of 
steamship literature. 


T is a little embarrassing, when mys- 
tery stories are proclaimed the fa- 
vorite reading matter of our greatest 
statesmen and mightiest captains of in- 
dustry, to 
own 
such 


admit in 
mind's 


public that my 
activities are not of 
magnitude throughout the day 
that it can be diverted only by the 
lightest, most swiftly moving stories in 
its hours of 


ease. Such, however, is 


the case, although I never pick 





fact, for me to keep from 
stopping strangers in the street 
and bidding them hasten to the 
nearest bookshop for a copy. 
Here we have another of Ar- 
len’s wicked but lovely ladies, 
so subtly invested with charm 
that the reader excuses her un- 
conventionalities as easily as 
the narrator. A strange com- 
bination of nymphomania and 
sportsmanship is J/ris Storm, 
and her story, told as only 
Michael Arlen could tell it, is 
sprinkled with charming people, 
beautiful phrasing, witty, cyn- 
ical observation, and all the 
delightful trappings of this 
world. 


T may be because I took up 

“The Interpreter’s House,” 
by Struthers Burt (Scribner), 
immediately after 
“The Green Hat,” which would 
be unfortunate for any book, 
that I cannot get up the en- 
thusiasm over it evidenced by 
its reviews in other 


finishing 





publica- 


are. 


up one of J. S. Fletcher's yarns 
without reading it to the finish. 
His latest is “The Time-Worn 
Town” (Knopf), not up to 
some of his others, yet full 
enough of maintained suspense 
to keep a nervous woman won- 
dering whether the shadow she 
sees through the living-room 
door is that of the wing chair 
or a sinister and murderous 
marauder awaiting the psycho- 


logical moment to leap in. 


“\AJOBODY KNOWS,” by 

Douglas Goldring (Small, 
Maynard), is 
a lot of 
fifth-rate people, the 
meaning of whose contributions 
to the dialogue is described 
aptly by the title. The 
deals with the “love-life” of one 
Gilbert Vayle, a writer, and is 


peopled with 


extremely modern 


English 


story 


extremely dull except for one 


passage where the hero har- 


angues a prostitute on life in 
general and the present status of 








tions. I found it extremely 
difficult to get into, but then I 
am getting a little fed up on 


novels showing up New York 


NEIGHBOR BINKS 
PARKING 


SAVES HIMSELF A LOT OF 


IN THE FIRST PLACE, 


TIME BY 
ALL HIS COLLAR BUTTONS UNDER HIS DRESSER 


civilization amidst her punctua- 
tions of, “Go on, dear; you do 
talk lovely.” 

Diana Warwick. 
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“WHA’S THE PAUGHTY TYKE, 


A SAIRIE LUG AN’ DOES GIE HIMSEL’ 


MAIST AMAZIN’ AIRS.” 


IF 


WHERE DO YOU BIRDS GET THAT DIPPY STUFF? 
YOU’RE TRYIN’ TO INSULT ME, SPILL IT IN PURE ENGLISH 
AN’ MEBBE I CAN COP YOUR DRIFT.” 


“say ! 


“AYE, AN’ THE HAVINS 0’ A SWINE.” 


ADVENTURES OF PEP THE POOCH 





That Tired Business Man 


OPLE used to go to Europe for “travel and study.” 

[his they explained in their passport applications. But 

Europe is now simply squirming with 
icans who have come “to study business conditions,” 

nvestigate trade relations,” and to report on the “open- 
9» of new trade channels.” It just wrings one’s heart 
how it is done. 


any more. 


2.8 
HEN you are going to the Riviera you've got to wire 
weeks ahead or you’re going to sleep with the hall 
r. There are beds in the halls and there are beds in 
\merican bar—all due to the decrease in the exchange 

of the franc and to the sudden great desire that has 
over the American business man to gain first-hand 
ledge of labor conditions in Europe. And, oh, yes— 
n—there is one more thing. If you put it down on your 
port that you have come over here to investigate trade 
litions you can charge it off against your income tax. 
* * * 
GENTLEMAN from Cincinnati decides to investigate the 
ts-button industry in France. He brings along his wife 
his two daughters, who are aching to try out their 
rding-school French in the land where it is not under- 

After he 
been in Paris a few weeks he asks the hall porter 

it about pants-buttons. The hall porter tells him that 

ditions are good, splendid—that they have not been 


d, and so the gentleman arrives in France: 


ned as they have in America where everybody wears a 
for in France men still stick to galluses. There is 
one hitch in the matter of opening up a French branch 
bringing over our efficiency experts and putting in 
wonderful button-making machines—and that is the 
nch can manufacture pants-buttons at about one-fifth 
it it costs in America. The gentleman makes a note of 

in his “My Trip Abroad” book. He then goes to 
ice and puts up at one of the shore hotels; the day before 

















FLY FISHING 


Stee PL. —, 
She: 1SN’T IT WONDERFUL TO BE ENGAGED? 
He: YES, AND TO EACH OTHER. 


he is ready to run over to Italy he asks the concierge what 
he thinks about the pants-button industry in the South of 
The concierge is all enthusiasm . . . except that 
one-fifth business. And then the executive from Cincin- 
nati goes to St. Moritz and looks into matters there. He 
now writes a report to the board of directors advising them 
of his opinion that time is not ripe for entry into the Eu- 


France. 


ropean market—and puts down the amount he and his 
family have spent, for the office expert to charge off against 
the income tax. 

* * * 

AND so it is with the women. Europe is now full of Amer- 
ican business women. They are looking into the lip-stick 
industry, or into the possibility of importing machine-made 
buttonholes. They spend three weeks investigating con- 
ditions along the rue de la Paix, then motor down to Cannes 
while the tennis matches are on to see what is being worn 
in the way of novelty buttonholes, and then drop into 
Monte Carlo to see which is more popular—the black or 
the red. 

That little clause in the income tax has simply knocked 
the socks off culture, but think what it has done for Ameri- 
can business! 

Nice, France. Homer Croy. 
Landscape 

ERE hides a full-blown cherry orchard! 
Summer snow-flakes that drift and flutter! 
I know because I looked behind 
This billboard advertising butter. [ae me 


The average Congressman mends 


ENCOLN split rails. 
fences. There's a difference. 
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Summer Fiction 
Sounder Speaks for the Platform Writers’ League 





ASHINGTON, July 28.—I can re- 

member no election year when 

the platforms of the two great polit- 

ical parties have attained a higher or 

more even level of merit. In fact, it is 

almost impossible to choose between 
them, were any one inclined to do so. 


My only criticism 

is that the platform makers were per- 
haps rather needlessly daring. For ex- 
ample, in the Republican version of the 
promised land the statement that “dis- 
honesty and corruption are not political 
attributes” seems to me too radical, too 
likely to arouse controversy. With 
equal boldness the Democrats have 
pledged themselves in black and white 
to respect the Constitution. I suppose 
the writers wanted to catch the pro- 
gressive vote; yet there is never any 
need in a platform to commit a party 
so irrevocably. 


As a platform framer 

who has seen many years’ service, how- 
ever, I am the last to judge hastily. The 
task of saying in 40,000 words what 
might be said in 40, of choosing phrases 
so carefully that no meaning is left 
plain, is, to say the least, grueling. It 
is little wonder, therefore, that after an 
all-night session in a stuffy hotel bed- 
room, committees sometimes are caught 
off their guard, and allow a plank that 
really means something to creep into 
their platforms. 


The famous lobster plank 

of 1904 is a case in point. As a mem- 
ber of that committee I had fought 
through a broiling day and half the 
night against the use of the word 
“lobster” in our plank promising to end 
the abuses then existing in the lobster- 
fishing industry. I felt that in platform 
writing it is wiser never, if possible, to 
mention anything by name; and also 
that, with feeling running high in the 
Convention, certain of the delegates 
might take the reference personally and 
cause a split in the party. 

Tax planks, tariff planks, foreign 
policy planks were quickly disposed of, 
but still the committee could reach no 
decision on the lobster plank. Outside, 
the Convention waited in suspense. 


Some one prayed, and as if in answer 
Julius H. Merkle, the well-known com- 
mitteeman from Ohio, switched his 
vote, and the plank was reported with- 
out actually designating lobsters by 
name. I have always believed that my 
firm stand on this matter—together with 
the fact that we had Theodore Roose- 





velt as our candidate—was responsible 
for the party’s subsequent victory at 


the polls. 
The worst part 


of writing a platform is its utter futil- 
ity. No one ever reads it, unless it is 
a few special groups, such as the com- 
mittees from Porto Rico and_ the 
Brick Ice Cream Consumers’ League, 
who invariably pronounce every polit- 
ical platform disappointing because it 
fails to mention their grievance. 


The radio 


is, to my mind, responsible for this 
widespread failure of the great body of 
our citizenry to acquaint themselves 
with these important political messages. 
In the old days when man relied solely 
on the morning paper for his news, he 
would often read a paragraph or two of 
a platform, or, at least, enough of it to 
make sure that it was no different from 
any other platform of past years. I 
even knew a man who once read one 
through, word for word, although it is 
true that what with the heat and hav- 
ing entertained some out-of-town sales- 





MESSRS. BRYAN, BAKER, HITCHCOCK, CUMMINGS, PITTMAN, GARRETT, AND CARA- 
WAY AND OTHER WELL-KNOWN AUTHORS COLLABORATING ON WHAT ITS PUBLISH- 
ERS CONFIDENTLY EXPECT TO BE THE SEASON’S BEST SELLER. 


men he wasn’t quite responsible an 
thought he was reading a review of th 
current Follies. 

The radio is, of course, much less de 
pendable than the newspaper. I am 
reliably informed that some three mil 
lion earnest citizens listened faithfull 
for an hour to Miss Ella Britt's recita 
tion of “A Garden of Smiles” unde: 
the impression that they were hearing 
the Democratic platform read. 


By failing 
to familiarize itself with these great 
political documents the American publi 
is letting a chance for perfect govern 
ment slip from its grasp. In the plat 
form of either party, the voter may 
until election day, enjoy an_ incor 
ruptible administration, a tariff that 
spells prosperity, a firm and vigorou 
foreign policy, and a system of taxatior 
fair alike to rich and poor, and bearing 
hard on neither. I solemnly warn 
him that if his lack of interest in polit 
ical platforms continues, our great 
parties may abandon them altogether 
Why should we spend infinite time, 
thought and labor in saying nothing, 


when we could achieve the same ends 
Sounder. 


so much more simply? 
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Schedule for Going Fishing 


A. M.—Rise and lurch towards alarm clock. 
5 :01-5:05—Snort under cold shower. 
Yell, in response to wife’s query, “Yes, we're late now.” 
Explain that it is necessary to be out on the fishing 
grounds when the tide turns. 
Explain further that fish run with the incoming tide. 
Agree with wife that in all probability there are as 
many fish in the sea at low tide as at high. 
~Say, rather irritably, that all you know about it is 
that the fishing is good while the tide is running in. 
Reply, “Oh! any old hat will do.” 
Inquire what difference it makes. 
-Say, “Sure! the white leghorn will be all right”; 
wonder what the white leghorn looks like. 
Answer wife to the general effect that the tide rises 
inshore about the same time it does off the light- 
house—only a few minutes’ difference. 
17—Reply, “Well, the fish won't come that close to land, 
so we have to go out where they are running.” 
i8—Assure wife, quite irritably, that you haven't the 
slightest notion how the fish know how close they 
are to shore. 
19—Add, as an afterthought, that probably they can hear 
the automobile horns, and things like that. 
20—Join wife at garage door. 
21-5 :25—Pack material in car. 
26—Observe that you would like to lay a sizable bet that 
the rest of the bunch have been waiting for ages. 
27-5:59—Drive to yacht club. 
N-6:15—Wait for rest of party. 
16-6 :35—Wait for fisherman to arrive with power boat. 
37-6:45—Help female members of party aboard; stow 
various packages, bottles and baskets. 
46—Settle back to doze as boat heads out to sea. 
James K. McGuinness. 





} ife: WHY DO YOU SUPPOSE PLASTERERS RECEIVE EIGHTEEN 


sband: WELL, THEY COVER UP SOME OF THE MISTAKES THE BRICKLAYERS MAKE, 











“WHY DON’T YOU PUT THAT SIGN AT THE END OF THE CAR 
UNTIL YOU GET OFF?” 
“I DON’T GET OFF. I'M PAID TO RIDE UP AND DOWN ON THIS 


LINE AN’ ADVERTISE SAM’S CLOTHES, SEE!” 


Bedtime Story 
NCE upon a time there were two candidates for office 
who marched about the streets carrying their platforms 
on signboards five feet high, so the people could readily 
understand what they stood for. 

Along came a high wind that bowled both candidates over, 
so that their signboards dropped to the ground. The candi 
dates immediately scrambled to their feet, because it doesn't 
look well for a candidate to be bowled over by any 

thing, least of all a lot of wind, and 
each went on his way carrying on high 
the big signboard of the other, which 
he had picked up by mistake. 

sut no one ever noticed the ‘differ- 
ence, not even the candidates themselves. 

Moral: Any platform is a good plat- 
form. Bertram Bloch, 


Shingled 

OTHER had come in from the 
farm to visit her daughter in the 
city. After the kiss of greeting, she 
noticed” her daughter’s bobbed hair. 
Her eyes opened wide in astonishment. 
“Well, fer pity’s sake, Lizzy,” she 
exclaimed, “you never even writ me you 

had the typhoid.” 


‘| HE golf liar has one advantage 


DOLLARS A DAY? over the fishing liar. He doesn’t 


have to show anything to prove it. 
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“HOW ARE YOUR EXERCISES COMING?” 
“WELL, I CAN BEND OVER AND TOUCH THE FLOOR WITH MY HANDS} BUT, DO YOU 
KNOW, I CAN’T GET BACK UP!” 


Fish with Whom We Have Fished 


HE lady who can’t bait her hook. 
The lady who can bait her hook 
but who can’t cast. 

The gentleman who is always chang- 
ing his place with the hope of chang- 
ing his luck. 

The gentleman who knows that the 
tide isn’t right. 


The gentleman who wonders whether 
it is right. 

The indifferent guy who catches all 
the fish. i. A. 


HAPPY marriage is a marriage 
where both parties to it like to see 
the wife well dressed. 


Toa Woodland Pool— 
a Warming 


HEN on the placid face I look 
Of this secluded pool 
Wherein I cast my feathered hook, 
The wily trout to fool, 
I think how waters, though they be 
Of inland birth, must finally 
Their beings mingle with the sea, 
For that is Nature’s rule. 


Yon meadow brook with banks of turf 
Where cat-o’-nine-tails grow 

Will one day frolic where the surf 
Shakes out his mane of snow; 

And this now quiet pond that lies, 

A mirror for the dragon flies, 

Will dance beneath tempestuous sk 
Where shrill nor’easters blow. 


And yet, sweet pool, I can but feel 
That we shall meet some day, 
When you, beneath a great ship's keel, 

Are part of ocean’s sway, 
And if, amid the howling gale, 
You see, above the steamer’s rail, 
My clammy brow and visage pale, 
I warn you,... keep away. 


George S. Chappell. 


Injury and Insult 


ELL has no fury like the wom 

who paid $14.98 at a special ext 
bargain sale and returned home to fi 
that Mrs. Glotz, her most detest 
neighbor, bought “the identical san 
thing” for $14.75, regular price. 














“DID HE GET AWAY?” 


N-N-NO! 1-1-1 pip!” 
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“Wanderer of the Wasteland” 


HERE are still many people who believe that color 

photography will never be popular—that the black and 
white tradition has been firmly established and can not be 
dislodged. 

I urge these reactionaries to see “Wanderer of the Waste 
land,” and to revise their attitude accordingly. It is pro- 
duced by the same Technicolor process that was employed 
in “Toll of the Sea” and in the first part of “The Ten 
Commandments,” and its effect is one of extraordinary 
beauty. 

“Wanderer of the Wasteland” is a Zane Grey story, with 
most of its scenes laid in that great, dry, drab waste of hot 
sand which is known as Death Valley. The use of color 
photography for 1°cording such a background was daring 
and inspired, for here the camera could avoid the flaming 
reds which have marred colored films in the past. 

The emphasis is thus placed on the few important char- 
acters, and is not diverted to the scenery; which is as it 
should be. In a Seventeenth Century costume drama, like 
“The Glorious Adventure,” the color would have been per- 


mitted to submerge the plot. 


OT that “Wanderer of the Wasteland” is anything ex- 
ceptional as drama. It is more or less cut-and-dried in 
its formula, and occasionally it reaches positive stupidity, 
as when a lady in a one-room shack sleeps through an 
avalanche of rocks that is crashing down on the fragile 
roof above her head. 

The treatment of the story, however, is consistently fine. 
Irvin Willat, the director, and Jack Holt, Noah Beery and 
Kathlyn Williams, as representative members of the cast, 
have done their work well. They have made “Wanderer of 
the Wasteland” an interesting and at times a thrilling pic- 
ture, with no reference to the novelty provided by the use 
of tints. 


HOSE who object to color photography 

in theory say that it destroys every- 
thing in the movies that is stimulating to 
the imagination, by increasing realism to 
such an extent that the screen becomes 
nothing more than a mirror. 

Oddly the exact opposite is 
proved. For there is infinitely more illu- 
sion in “Wanderer of the Wasteland” than 
there would be if it were recorded in the 
usual manner. It becomes an animated 
impressionistic painting instead of a series 
of moving photographs. It gets away 
from realism and achieves a quality of 
fantasy. 

In my non-professional opinion there 


enough, 


can be no doubt that colored movies will be HOLT IN 


universally accepted within the next few 


JACK 








““WANDERER OF THE 
WASTELAND” 
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years. The Technicolor process, which is the best at t! 
But invention in this field 
progressing, and the old blacks and whites are bound to |! 
discarded before long. 

Movie stars will do well to start studying the art 
make-up now. 


time, is necessarily deficient. 


“ec 99 

Between Worlds 
FTER a lapse of almost a year, during which the 
were practically no importations from abroad, anoth 
German picture has come along. It is 
Worlds,” 


great Teutonic productions of the past. 


called “Betwe 
and it is not to be compared with any of tl 


It shows, to a certain degree, the same mental process: 
that evolved “The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari,” but it lack 
entirely the same dramatic force. There is some fine actit 
in it; there are one or two tremendous moments, and mat 
of the scenes are striking, but the general effect is one 
absurd incoherence. 

I doubt whether it much attention in th 
country—which, for once, will be no more than it deserves 


“The Enemy Sex” 


WEN JOHNSON’S “The 


taken a long time to reach the screen, where it ob 


will receive 


story, Salamander,” ha 
viously belonged. Now that it has done so, under the new 
title, “The Enemy Sex,” we can murmur, “That's that,” and 
pass on to something else. 

“The Enemy Sex” has Betty Compson 
for a star, a flashy supporting cast, several 
risqué situaiions and numerous wild 
parties. Although it is almost entirely un- 
true to life, it is irreproachably true to 
movie tradition—and that, as any contin- 
uity writer will tell you, is the paramount 
Of its type, “The Enemy 
Sex” is good enough, of its type. 


The Heated Term 


RMED with a large number of sensi- 

tive thermometers, the Skeptics’ So- 
ciety is conducting a nation-wide investiga- 
tion of movie theatres. They want to test 
the truthfulness of those lobby signs which 
announce that it is “Twenty 
Cooler Inside.” 


consideration. 


Degrees 


Robert E. Sherwood. 
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A Scientist with a Heart 


fessor Blotter Discovers a Human 


,OFESSOR BLOTTER of Co- 
mbia University, who left recently 
1 expedition to South America in 
h of a new vegetable to place in 
delicatessen stores, 
interesting com- 


windows of 
me back some 
ts on the fauna of the country. 
tter says that he was impressed 
the sorrow of life among the ani- 
and that he had never met a 
ler tragedy than the life of the 
iter, who had to swallow insect 
ler to destroy the ants after he had 
1 them. 
lotter there is no 
dy than that, except possibly the 
tence of the chicken-snake. That 
ture, he feels, leads the saddest life 


says simpler 


1S. 


1 


ke the 


Blot- 


He swallows, as is his 


chicken-snake (says 


postal ). 


tom, an egg; preferably one bigger 
und than the snake, in order that he 


secure some sort of meal. 


Now the snake has to break the egg; 


Blotter says he knows of no more 


ful sight than a forlorn chicken- 


ke swallowing rock after rock in a 
n effort to smash the hard shell. 
lf this rock method fails, the snake 


adopt one of two courses. 


He may climb up into a tree and 


p to the ground with a dull thud, in 


. 
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Mr. Brown: 


Mr. Smith: yes; 


Interest Problem in South America 


hopes of landing on his egg and, God 
willing, smashing it. Snakes have been 
known to climb up trees and drop out 
of them on their stomachs and 
over again, only to crawl home at dusk, 
black and blue all over, bearing the sad 
news of an undigested meal to the little 
tired woman at the door. 

Or else he may go about tying him 
self in knots and himself 
tight, in hopes of smashing the egg 
that way. The danger here is always 
that he will be unable to untie himself 


over 


drawing 


again, and will die of indigestion. 

My last from Blotter an 
nounced that he had a plan, according 
to which the snake would crawl through 


postal 


a hole which was smaller than the egg, 
and consequently either the egg would 
the snake would be 
There is the even chance, 


smash or made 
deathly sick. 
however; and Blotter is having a num- 
ber of holes made now, of varying sizes, 
placed at points 
through the South American jungles. 

As I have always said, Blotter is a 
heart. 


to be convenient 


scientist with a 
Corey Ford. 


RS. HYSSOP: Six children! It 

must be delightful to have such an 
old-fashioned family. 

Mrs. Jessup: Yes, if they only were! 


Vhhite~f Ama jj 

COZ! ZEtt oa 
“tke” Yfggsauhts Uynits 

SO YOUR SON WANTS TO BE A SALESMAN? 

HE KNOWS A FUNNY STORY. 





VICTORY 


No Wonder 


look full of 


says a recent novel, and 


“"T ‘HEY 

longing,” 
here's why: 
He longed 


To be able to retreat into his own 


exchanged a 


home 

To have socks darned and buttons 
sewed on. 

To settle down and stop having to 
“go places.” 

To hear children’s voices near by. 

To help spend her father’s reputed 
fortune. 


She longed 
To be able to entertain in her own 
home. 
To stop darning secks and sewing 
on buttons. 
To have an opportunity to “go 
more places.” 
her brothers’ 


To get from 


and sisters’ yelling. 


away 


To help spend his reputed income. 


W.G. H. 


The Renegade 


OOK (to socially prominent 
tress) : I'm givin’ y’ notice, ma’am; 
I’m leavin’ ye fer Mrs. Ginsberg. Nor- 


mis- 


dic supremacy or no Nordic supremacy, 
I’m tired o’ workin’ fer dumb-bells! 
















































Synopsis 

Two magazine writers have long been 
at swords’ points. The other day one 
said of the other to a group of friends: 

“I'd like to write his epitaph.” 

“What would you say?” he was asked. 

“John Blank—Born Sept. 16, 1862— 
Not that it makes any difference.” 

—St. Globe-Democrat. 
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More Modernism 


From Canadian church _ service 


paper: 
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“Scripture and Offertoire: ‘Romance 
















































Miss Smith 
Two friends met who had not seen 
each other since their school days. 
“Whom did you marry, Louis?” asked 
one. 


“A Miss Smith—of Philadelphia,” 


re- 
plied Louis, who was a trifle sensitive. 
“You always did take to the name 


‘Smith.’ I can remember when we went 
to school together you used to tag round 
after a little snub-nosed Smith girl.” 
“I remember it, too. She’s the girl [ 
married.’”-—Country Gentleman. 












No Argument 


“If you join our lodge, you will be 
buried with music.” 
“That makes no difference to me; 


I’m not a bit musical.” 
—Meggendorfer Blatter (Munich). 








Flat.’ ” . ‘ : 
; : “You wish to be our candidate? What 
Sometimes, perhaps; but church is 7 are your political views?” 
hardly the place to say it-—Punch, I DO VOW, SIRE, NEVER HAVE I “ Lee 1? 
HANGED MORTAL MANNE BEFORE. Just wh me u like 1 aaa 
“AND KNOW, SIRRAH, I HAVE NEVER —Le Canard Enchainé (Paris). 
Revived YET BEEN HANGED.” 
’ é ; : “THEN MUST WE BOTH E’EN DO OUR 
It was a girl child, of course, that mis- BESTE FULLE WYLLINGLY, IF WE Our pastor says he is unalterably op- 
: oe , MOtawte? £ WOULD BE GLADDENED f GOODE me : we : 
took the words of the “Gloria” for — a hs rt ty a posed to religion in politics and will 
prs r : py RESULTES, ‘ 
World without man—ah, me: —IlLe Rive (Peris). never vote for any one but a Protestant. 
—New York Morning Telegraph. 


—QOhio Staie 
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After a Year’s Test of 
“Every Day in Every Way, We 
Are Growing Better and Better” 


endorses Coue’s theory, with cer- 
tain limitations. A bank account 
proved irresponsive, but we ourselves gave satis- 
factory results—LIFE is growing better and better 
—and with our readers the success is still more 
marked. After only a few issues they are brighter 
and better, more mentally alert and alive, quicker to 
laugh and find joy in existence. Try it and see for 
yourself. 

There are some unusually good numbers coming: 
Midsummer (next week), Old Home Week (August 
14th), and Feminine Number (August 28th). 

The best way to obtain them all, and seven others 


besides, is to OBEY THAT IMPULSE and subscribe 
NOW. 





Special Offer 
Enclosed find One Dollar (Canadian $1.20, Foreign $1.40). 


Send Lire for the next ten weeks to 








LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York 
One Year $5 Canadian $5.80 Foreign $6.60 
(129) 
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Lire’s Fresh Air Fund 


(Continued from page 8) 


Continuous music, Bub- 
bling gayety; sparkling 
ife. Cool, refreshing—on 


the 19th floor of 


The BILTMORE fff 








Higher Mathematics 


E five-ounce split bamboo rod in 
hand-selected strips bound with 
i-ply silk and varnished with three- 
super-varnish, plus 
e Hardy reel, non-corrosive gun- 
|, special sapphire bearings, plus 
rty yards of vacuum-treated, hand- 
hed, super-silk H. F. Corona line, 
| to twenty pounds, plus 
ne  mist-colored, double-tapered, 
t-foot, silk-worm gut leader, plus 
hand-tied Flight’s Fancy fly, 
from the feathers of genuine 
bred, Tasmanian  cock-pheasant 
Mulo bird hackle, equals 
ie rainbow trout, five 
ths—oh, call it six inches long. 


H. W. H. 
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and seven- 





) “> 6 BELLANS 
cone water 
Sure Relief 


FOR INDIGESTION 


25¢ AND 75¢ PACKAGES EVERYWHERE 
HAY FEVER LOGIC Your nose on 


fire why not keep pollen out? Tiny N 


filter—aids breathing — comfortable — 
hardly ~~" 8 ype done. 


NASALFILTER C0. De Dent. L Saint Paul, Mina. 








Protect yourself against 
hold-up, rowdies, etc. with 
th clever cigarette 

of light weight nom, 
exactly like the real 

the treme, Dae back ae 
showing your oer es. 





Maney back wet Den. VOB 534 Sixth Ave.. IY, 





Roscoe S. 
— 
Mr. 
Redlands, 
facnyeees, “Seah Colo 
Clyde, Santa Barbara, 


New York 
J. Teed, Lexington, . 

Ta memory of McCullough, 
Spokane, Wash. 
Thomas Lauritzen, 
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Lire’s Fresno Arr Funp has been in opera- 


tion for the past thirty-seven years. 
71,448.33 and has 
ht in the country to 45,925 


time it has expended $27 
given. a fortni 


poor city children. 


In that 


Contributions, which are acknowledged in 
Lire about three weeks after their receipt, 


should be made payable 


to Lire’s Fresu 


Arr Funp, and sent to 598 Madison Ave., 


New York City. 
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A 
Timely Tip-A 
1-2~3-4 , 


cacial 

t’s going to bea big night. 

Music. Laughter. Happy 

faces. Faces! Ah, that’s it. 

Faces—the key to popularity. 

It’s time to take stock. Just 
what do you rate? 


Now’s the time “when a feller 
needs a friend.”” And listen in— 
Boncilla’s the friend that gives 
you that “grand and glorious 
feelin’.”” It makes you look as 
good as you feel. 


Waltz right up to the barber’s 
chair and say, “ Boncilla Facial.” 
It will kick the gloom out of 
your skin and turn loose na- 
ture’s facial sunshine. It will 
erase years of piled-up fatigue 
and restore your own vigorous 
countenance. 


Be sure you get the full pro- 
gram. 1—2—3—4. Boncilla 
Pack. Boncilla Cold Cream. 
Boncilla Vanishing Cream. 
Boncilla Powder. 


Then make “her” eyes dance. 
Take her a complete Boncilla Set. 
Ask at toilet goods counters for the 
Ideal Set, the dandy gift. Or there’s 
the Pack-O-Beauty at 50c that will 
get you a joyous, “Thank you!” 


Boncilla Laboratories, Inc. 
Indianapolis, Indiana 
Canadian Boncilla Laboratories, Ltd. 
Toronto, Ontario 
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Ie can't get lost. It can't get lost 


pull like it/ 


This is 

the new 
Hinge-Cap on 
Williams 
Shaving Cream 
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It can't get lost’ Itcan't get lost 





For the Louvain Library Fund 








For the restoration of the Louvain 
Library, as a gift 
of America, national honor is pledged, 
a fact the high schools are taking much 
to heart. Now it is the Woodbridge, 
N. J., High School which helps with 
the good work, and another friend. 
$420.60 

5.50 


Previously acknowledged 
Woodbridge, N. J., High School. 
A. K. Smale, Los Angeles 
$436.10 
Checks, if made payable to us and 
marked “For Louvain Library Fund,” 


will be acknowledged in Lire and duly 
forwarded. 








No Hair Offends 
Where Neet is Used 


Science has finally solved the prob- 

fem of removing hair pleasantly 

without discomfort to the skin or 

complexion, This with NEET, a mild 

and dainty cream. You merely spread it 

on and then rinse off with clear water. _That’s all; the 

hair will be gone and the skin left refreshingly cool, 

smooth and white! Old methods, the unwomanly razor 

and severe chemical preparations, have given way to 

this remarkable preparation which is already the ac- 

cepted method of well-groomed women everywhere. 
Money back if it fails to please. 60c at Drug 

and pt. stores. Trial tube 10c by mail. 


HANNIBAL PHAR, CO., G11 0LIVE ST., ST. LOUIS, MO. 














plete without Abbott's Bitters. 


from the people | 
| by mail, 25 cts. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





From N. Y., Jan. 20th, westward, by specially chartered 
new Cunard-Anchor “‘California,”’ 17,000 tons, oll-burning | 
4 mos. $1250 Up, tactading hotels, guides, Gives, Sees, Stop | 
jays in jndia, Uairo, erusaiem, ns, 
Erare in Barons, «MEDITERRANEAN CRUISE Jan. 31, specially 
chartered new Cunarder ‘‘Laconia’’ oil-burning, 20,000 tons care. 
0) up, including drives, guides, hotels, fees. 17 days Palestine 

and Egypt. 600 to 700 passengers expected on each cruise. 

NEW YORK 


eae Gata a 
Milk 


Children, Invalids, 
the Aged, etc. 


Avoid Imitations 





-_—_ 

ask to Horlicks 
The ORIGINAL 

; Malted Milk 


= 2 
frm, 





A Backstage Visitor 

At the first night of the new musical 
comedy the audience, for some reason or 
other, seemed unresponsive. The lead- 
ing lady was not in a particularly happy 
frame of mind as she sat in her dressing- 
room after the final curtain removing 
her make-up. In the next room 
several members of the chorus. 

There came a knock at the star's door. 

“Who is it and what do you want?” 
she demanded, sharply. 

“It's the manager,” came the answer. 
“There’s a lady in the front who'd like 
to see you.” 

“T’m not receiving visitors to-night,” 
said the actress, rather acidly. “Who is 
the lady?” 

“She tells me that she thinks you'll 
be glad to see her. She says she was a 
chum of yours when you were at school. 
Shall I 

Over the dividing wall came the voice 
of a chorus girl: 

“Wheel her in!’- 


were 


show her in?” 


-Tit-Bits (London). 


Cellarette, sideboard or ocean steamer kit is incom- 
Aids digestion. Sample 


“Wait! You May Lose” 


A Houston road-sign painter suggests 
the following signs 
ings: 

“Come ahead. You're unimportant.” 

“Try our engines. They satisfy.” 

“Don’t stop. Nobody will miss you.” 

“Take a chance. You can get hit by 
a train only once.”—Houston Post. 


for railroad cross- 


Not All There 


Crus STEWARD (to member who has 
asked if any of his friends are in the 
club): Yes, sir, his Lordship, seated in 
the coffee room, sir, with three large 
whiskies and sodas, sir, a-talkin’ to 
*isself, sir, and I don’t think he knows 
that he’s alone. 

—Passing Show (London), from a book. 


Our Movie Art-Experts 
AvuTHOR (interrupting hero of film- 
drama): I don’t like that furniture; it’s 
too heavy. 
Propucer: I get you. What you want 
is a bit o’ Louis Chippendale—Punch. 


Answered 
“When is a wall-eyed pike not a wall- 
eyed pike?” headlines a Lansing paper. 
When it’s a bunch of weeds, according 
to our trolling experience. 
—Detroit News. 


“On, what 
little boy ?” 

“You can see it ain’t a big one, can’t 
you ?”—Sans-Géne (Paris). 


a pretty child! Is it a 


“SILENCE is golden.” 
“I once bought a lot of it in a parrot.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


WYNKOOP HALLENBECK CRAWFORD COMPANY, NEW YORK 








PREVENTS or STOPS 


SEA, TRAIN and AIR SICKNESS 
Otherwise Money Refunded 


Successfully used by quarter 
of a million travellers annually 
75 cents and $1.50 per box 
By Leading Druggists throughout the wor! 


MOTHERSILL REMEDY COMPANY, LIMITED 
London New York Montreal Paris 














WHEN TEACHING YOUR WIFE TO 
DRIVE 























SELECT A SMOOTH, STRAIGHT COUNTRY 
ROAD. 
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BRIBE THE VILLAGE POLITICAL BOSS TO 
CLOSE IT. 




















HAVE ALL TELEGRAPH POLES, FENCES 
AND TREES REMOVED FROM EACH SIDE OF 
THE ROAD FOR ABOUT TWO MILES. 














LIFE Will Try You 


as a Subscriber 


IFE is willing to put you under observation for a period. 
4 It will accept you as a temporary subscriber and 
test your reactions from week to week. 


If you show you are capable of getting the same enjoy- 
ment out of Lire as our regular old-established subscribers, 
who knows but that you can some day become a permanent 
subscriber! 


You will be given a fair trial. We promise not to fool 
you by slipping something dull into Lire to catch you off 
your guard. If you are caught reading Lire with a long 
face, it will be your own fault. We will make it as easy 
as possible for you to appear pleased during the probation- 
ary period. 


In fact, we will make it so easy that you can’t fail. 
Beginning next week, with the Midsummer Number, we 
will hand you on a silver platter four consecutive issues 
that chuckle by themselves: Old Home Week and Fem- 
inine Numbers included. 


After watching you carefully as you read the next twenty 
numbers, we will carefully consider your application for 
the usual yearly membership. 


~ 
A 
A. 
ae LIFE, 
> 598 Madison Ave., 
A New York City 
“ , 
a You may give me th 
Ry 20 week subscriptio 
AS test I enclose the $2 
4 entrance fee (Canadian, 
N $2.40: Foreign, $2.80.) 


One Year, $5.00 (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60) 

















“merica's “favorite “fine tobacco 


D ILA 'E BOAIR 


| ‘5 a pipe tobacco for the connoisseur, Blue Boar’s 


popularity has grown steadily year after year, all be- 

















cause one man after another has passed the word along. 


To men who know tobaccos and appreciate the extra- 


ordinary, Blue Boar brings supreme pipe pleasure. 


If you are not yet acquainted with Blue Boar, just try 


one package. Then you'll understand why “one 


man tells another.”’ 









































